BARBARIAN STORIES

bracelets and collar and the soft gold brooches from
its wrappings, feeling its bones to see if they were
whole stilL She did not want it; she resented this
thing that had been flung at her, but as she felt about
its body her hands were somehow tender and milk
began to drip from her breasts and soak through the
woollen stuff of her shirt. The smell of it stirred the
baby to faint desperate whimpering; she bent low
over it and let it suck and live. Now it was hers.

For another ten days Blackbird was left in peace;
but she hid away-when she could, taking her cows
out early and bringing them back late, carrying the
baby with her. It was a boy: she called him Sea-thing
and loved him a great deal; there was no one else to
love in the dun. At night she ate her supper and
suckled Sea-thing far from the fires; she slept in
Mot's skin-house; no one had dared follow her there
yet. But she knew they would if Mot still did not
come.

Then Snimish and the other women began teasing
the men, setting them at her: she kept them off for a
little, saying she had dreamt that Mot was coming
over the sea with a gold helmet. Then, about noon
one day, they saw an armed rider at the head of the
pass and shouted to him. He had red dye striped
over his face and arms so they knew he came from
the Chief of Over the Hills, and let him ride up to
within a stone's-throw of the dun. He blew into a
bronze horn that howled echoingly like a strange
beast, then he made known to them that Mot was a
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